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Ye hae sae monie cracks an' cants?
And in your wicked, drucken rants,
Ye mak a devil o' the saunts.

An' fill them fou;
And then their failings, flaws, an' wantss

Are a' seen thro'.

Hypocrisy, in mercy spare it !
That holy robe, O dinna tear it I
Spare't for their sakes wha aften wear it,

The lads in black!
But your curst wit, when it comes near it,

Rives't aff their back.

Think, wicked sinner, wha ye're skaithing-
Its just the blue-gown badge an' claithing

0' saunts; tak that, ye lea'e them Baething
To ken them by,

Frae ony unregenerate heathen

Like you or I.

I've sent you here some rhyming

' that I bargain'd for an5 mair;
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